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THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY I

A NEW ENGLAND GIRL,

BY MARTHA I:.ESSI!.!-.

CHAPTER XVIIL

* Let no exe be calied happy 1ill his death ™
“To which 1 mid—Let no one till Lis death |
Be called unhappy.”

“Will ye step into the mistress’s room? Mr.
Jomes is afther wishing ye, Misa.”

I met the chambermaid with this message,
a8 | came dJown stairs to breakfast next morn-
ing, and proceaded at once to Mrs. Ellis’s pri :
vate room. James Sancroft was leaning over
the bed ; without raising his head, or changing
his w'titude, he beckoned me to approach. |

“ Waat is the matter, sir?” I asked, as I
1 came to his side. But I needed no reply,
when T looked upon the face lying upon his
arm—the vacant siare, the coatorted mouth— |
the firm, resoluts lips awry, flaccid, and speech- |
less, She had a vircke of paralysis,

“ When did it happen, sir?"”

“1 found her in thiz etate a few moments
since, when, knowing it to be beyond her usual |
hour of rising, 1 came to inquire the cause. I |
sent for you, Miss Lathrop, because you have
more nerve and firmness than the others; be-
sidea, she is used to you. Will you have the!
goodness to stay by her, and rub her side and
urm, thus, while 1 go for a physician? I wish
to maks as little alarm in the house as possi- |
ble. You can call in Margaret, if you need
anyihing.” !

He spcke as quietly and calmly as if she
were ouly sleeping ; but I saw his lip tremble |
as he laid her kead upon the pillow, and the

clamorons cuteries.

It was two days before she spoke, and then
with grent dificolty, and only in monosyllables.
In the mean time it was said in the sehool room
that the Principal was suffering from “a slight
attack of numbness in the limbs, something |
resembling paralysis.” Miss Lathrop's duties
were willingly sssumed by the other teachers,
sided by James Sancroft, and ghe passed night |
and day by the sick woman’s couch, save when |
James Saucroft sent her out for & bresth of i
freah ain |

It 'might have been the fourth or fifth day |
afier the attack, when, as Mr. Sancroft, who!
spent all his icisurs moments there, sat writing |
at a table near her bed, she asked, in quite a |
uatvral voive, to whom he was writing. |

% To Michal, mother,” I

“ You have not told ber”” she did not fin- |
ish the sentence, bul a lock of pain and distress
clonded her face, .

“No. I thoucht hest not to distress her of
Edward, until I conld tell them you were better. |

“ Then do not tell them at all—at least, not |
Mif-"nl.”

He locked at hor penetratiogly a second, and
seemed nbout to speak, when a servant came|
to the door, to say he was wanted.

“ et her be, let ber be, che murmured—then,
in a fevw seconds, making an effsrt to torn hep- |
eelf, at which 1 esme forward to assiat her, she
ashet— |

“ What was it my davghier Michal said about |
being bappy. in her no'e 13 you, Miss Lathrop 7™ |

Michel bad recentlr seut me an unsealed
note in her mother’s letier, but | was not be-
fore aware that Mrs, Fliis bad read it. She was
in ona of the Tuscan cities when she wrote, |
aud seemed to revel in its delicious atmosphere |
and its associztions, historical and artistical,
like a priconer jast wet free, “ Now for the
ficet time | truly live, Lica, because my natuce
is no longer cramped, my tastes contravened,
by iusks at once itk-ome and dizagreeable.
Y,('t these sume tasks were dignified By a ncble

tls ne

LT

aim, and some of the hitterest moments of my |

life have been these when I scorned and mock-
ed at the weakiess, physical and mental, thee
could not elevate them 1o the rank of joys!

1 briefly repeated something of this ¢ Mrs. .
Elis, vof daring to do otherwise; bu¢ [ doubted
if she comprehended, for she scemed sinking
inzo one of her states of lethargy. Bat E was
mistaken ; preseutly she muttered—* Tastes
contravened—irkscmetasks—I never compelled
her—it was ’rpp,c:,s\u‘()'—ﬁ!]e ';O'I'l.ld have written
verees, knowite not, poor child, that we are all
compelled % do what we must, not what we
would, ip thig world, James!”

He entered ns she spoke, g.nd went to her
bedside. He had a paper in his hand, and, ob-
secving it, she suid, sharply, “I told you not
to write.”

T will not, mother.
10 writs them yourself.”

i § ghall never write spain, James, never. 1
have liniched my tack. My sons are educated
med. 1 have secured them position and infla-
evee and weslth—for Rathsay Cavendish w:auld
yever have chesen & boor for his keir.  Michal
hergelf &sid it was a noble aim to work for;
but she has gone among strangers to be happy.
Daty should be happiness; but they all cannot
see it thus.” !

Thus, for some days, I eaught glimpses of the
workirgs of that resclute soul—betokening
doubts of the infallibility of her theory of life,
snd sometimen regret; then, as her strong eon-
stitution bore up against the disease, che sat
up. still weak, but cool and reserved as ever.

More than a week had elapsed, and I had not
visited old Alice yet, I knew she would excuse
me, for James Sancroft had, as he told me,
calied there the morning afier his mother’s st-
tack, to inform them, and found the Professor
had left very early that morning for New Ha-
ven, on bosiness. 1 felt anxious and forebo-
ding—I longed for my uncle to return—and yet
1 dreaded the effect the announcement of my
kinship to him would have on Mrs. Ellis in
her present state, and half regretted that I did
not let him avow it at once.

I found, at length, a leisure hour.

You will soon be able

It was

the 25th of April, but the day had been gray | my father, the law wouid require other proofs

and chilly, with now aud thena paesing gust of
wind ard rain. Passing down the walk, some-
thing in the aspect of the same reminded me
of the first time I saw it, acd 1 was leaning over

| Mr. Caverdisk's lawyer, Mr, Spencer, of New

(of my uncle's look as he blessed me on his
yearning look with which he turned away and | threshold that night, of his kiss on my brow,

left the room was more expressive to me than |

| is our gain.”

| Trustfally iutw sainey L ehwank for

bed rcom, and with a forced “I am ready, sir,”
1 followed him inte the house. But I took no
part in the preliminary words with which he
prefaced his news, and he sesmed content.
After a few tears, of genuine sorrow, I have
no doubt, he went on to relate the manner of
his death, having received a brief note from

York.

“A week since, it seemed, that gentleman
had received a brief note from Mr. Cavendish,
dated from New Haven, in which he spoke of
going West, on business, and desired Mr. Spen-
cer to aceompany him. He reached New York
the evening of the 23d, called at Mr. Spencer’s
office. He was sbsent—seemed excited, the
clecks said—appointed an hour for calling in
the morning, and returned Lo his hotel. Hedid
not meet his apgointment, and, thinking he
might be ill, Mr. Spencer called to see him. He
bad not left his room, and, on forcing the door,
they found him dead iln his bed—halwi;:g paszed
AWA ently, without a struggle.

H):;:pg:“y ay:’nl deliberately he spoke, and
how every low word was like a nail fastening
down—encoffining—the dearest hopes of my
life !

There was a paute, a spacs for the mental
“dust to dust, ashes to ashes,” and then he
added—

*‘He will be buried in Greenwood, by the side
of hia sister; and, knowing his intentions toward
our family, Mr. Spencer thinks it both proper
and advisable that either Edward or myself, or
both, should be present, particularly as his only
kuown relative, Mr. Aunesley, is not in the
country. If you approved, 1 thought of tele-
graphing to Edward to night, and then taking
the boat for New York, leaving him to follew,
s there may be some business matters to talk
over.”

“1t is best.”

“In that case, I must beg Miss Lathrop
here, whom I requested to come in with me, to

reak the news to Mrs. Roes. It will fall
heavily on the old dame, and none can soften
the blow better than our friend, who has been
ever quite a favorite with them—that is, if she
will accept the office.”

I bowed an assent—1I felt, if I attempted to
speak, the words would choke me. 1 thought

and that man telking so coclly of business and
death—daring to speak of softenizg the blow
to that faithful old friend and servant—he
would walk as chief mourner to his grave., Bat
for one thing I was thankful —they did not
speak of eoftening the blow to themselves ; Lhey
did not even gigh and ulter commonplaces on
the uncertainty of life; their tones were low
and firm, as usual; bu. there was something
in them that said, plainly enough, * His gaia

I was glad of the privilege of meeting old
Alice alone. If my words bowed down ber
white old head with grief, I alone, of all on
carth, had the right to mingle my tears with
hers. She felt it thus—to her, I, the nameless,
friendless teacher, represented the house she
and her father had so long served, and she
clung to “ Master Philip’s child” with all the
tenacity of her class.

*Thaok God, Alice Ross will not be left to
drag out her old dayz among strangers, or to
die alone in this far land, er master’s child
will cloge her eyes, and lay her in the grave. If
I misdoubted His geodness when Mpster Philip
turped {rom us, and Misa Helen’s trouble came,
may e forgive me. Yeou will come here to
live now, Miss Lira—jyoa will come home
scon | ¥

Home! How pleasant the word sounded,
and with that pale old face before me—with
those fuded blus eves, in which hope and grati-
iude siruggled with grief; looking so fondly and

: 4 aleecmﬁd from
speaking what | deemed the truth, She aaw
my hesitation, but, mistaking its cause, said,
sadly—

“1 know—I know, child, it"ll no e the same
place, an’ his step no more on stair or floor—
but I think it would please him, Miss. He
fretted sore that he did not keep you that
m':‘h.::]icn,“ T said, taking her withered bhand in
mine, *“ I will do all for you that Philip Caven-
dish’s daushter can do—but I am afraid 1
shall have to go far from here to find a home.”

She sighed—

S Well, well, child—it’s ratural for one so
young to like & gayer life, I suppose ; then you
siways seemed so quietlike—but it’s all one
to oid Al.ce, city or country, so that her master’s
child is content.” |

It was evident that tha faithful old soul did
not conceive the possibility of any one’s suc-
ceeding to Rathsay Cavendish's property, save
% Master Philip’s child,” and I was forced to
explain it in so many words.

*No will! " eh= interrupted, as I epoke of
her master's sudden death—*the Cavendish's
needed no wiliz—the property went from father
to son, brothe- to sister!”

*No new will, Alice,” I said. “ I'have reason
to think that, after Miss Helen’s death, having
no near relative, a3 he sn’ppnsed, he made a
will in favor of Mmt.l Elli’a,is children, and the

ro| will go to them. §
N "p%:’themf They sit here, sleep beneath
this rcof, and walk these rooms; and you,
Philip Cavendish’s child, driven out, a hire.
ling! Youn, with Miss Flora Saville's eyes l"’

She had risen, and stood before me, trembling
with excitement.

“ Dear Alice, it'slittle gzood Misad®lora’s eyes
will do me in this case, I fear. They cannot
break a will or change the Eaai. ;

“] don't believe it, Mies Lipa! 1 don't be-
lieve Rathsay Cavendish ever wrote such a
paper, and said nothing of Master Philip. 1
know he always hcped that the story of his
death would prove false. 1 don't believe he
ever quite gave him up. I have heard him a.nfl
Ralph Saville talk it over at times, and I don't
believe he would quite give away, without one
single word, his heritage to strangers! '

© Possibly not—but, Alice, my uncle died
without acknowledging me, and it may be ut.
terly impossible for me to prove my birth—even
my right to bear my father’s name.”

“Provel Didn't I hear him sy it! Don’t
I mind his very lock and tone when he bade
me come and welcome Philip's child! Let me
go down to these folks, child—I will tell them
the truth, an’ the word of an honest woman
onght to stand.” ) g

Again | tried to explain to her that, even if
there should be a clause in the will relating to

of my right than her assertion ; but all T couid
in from he an impatient—
s e S v ey

the gate, musing on the change “'twixt now and
11:35? when James Sancroft cams up the street
from M

and mien struck me as unusoaliy excited ; ht«ht.,-1 ably, she was mistaken in sup
not earing to meet him, I was hurrying in the
opposite direction, when 1 heard him gnll_qz{
aume, | paused, snd he came up, asking if

wis going to the * Pines.”
- 1‘&&-,,

“ Then I beg that you will forego your pur-
pose for the present. 1 have sad news for old

Alice, for us all”

I felt it; the overshadowing presentment l{df
sorrow struck like a cold mist to my heart, an

1 made a gesture for him to proceed.
* Mr, Cavendish ia dead!”

1 neither epoke vor stirred for some seconds,
only ehivered as if 1 felt the cold wind of deso-

lation again beating around my track.

When I looked up, I met his intense penetra-

ting lock. He hastened to speak—

“1 am glad to see yon bear this sudden news
with composure, Miss Lathrop. I anticipated
as much, and for thst reason wish your assist-

ance in breaking it to my mother.”
I, with tha loss of my one treasure—n
earthly all—my boon, for which 1

hesrt—{ comfort others!
20 her ?

rapidly. I remember thst his look | lawn, to “right her child.” Possibly, very prob-

m
had dmmett
and hungered, and prayed, knelling in my
gy e . y\{’hy.wh:fwu he
What her loes to mine, that I should
£0 spesking cold commonplaces of resiguation,
with the waters of bitterness flooding my soul!
The words pressed to my lips, but then came
the thought of thet pale, Weak woman, in her

“ What need of law,
EBut my chief ob-

honest folks ¢
What need, to be surel _
ject now was to keep her from going to Oak-
ng my father’s
| name mentioned in the will. In that case,
| I had no wish to set the gossips of the region
busy, by asserting a claim I could not :
If it were, [ must have time to s.lun_k and act ;
and st last, more through her babitual rever-
ence for my right to her vbedience as her mas-
ter's niece, than the force of my arguments, I
won her promise to keep silent. 1 also ascer-
tained that she had 8 niece in this country—a
widow, residing somewhere amid the Westches-
ter county hills—to whom her thoughts bad
tarned sometimes, when a chance word of her
master brought up the possibility of her out-
living * the family ;" and 1 felt assured, what-
ever else might :e.dLher name would not be
missing from the will.' g
It :gu Mrs. Eilis’s requeit that I should act

83 Principal during ber son’s abeence, and I
was too busy, keeping everything in the ﬁ
rut of umnns,todomm&spgwesm

lance at an unknown psth, tll:mhlu:d':r;:ng-

ing far away from there,

e S ooreusded my feet must tread be-
fore many dauys.

when‘ 1 went to Mrs.
On the third mil!!ﬂ.!pm of the day, I found

5 i st arrived from New York, hav-
B b paother to follow in & day oF 0, with

I'lis’s room with my

pleasant excitemeut as I opened the door. I
would have withdrawn, but Mrs, Ellis bade me
enter, saying, in wach of her old direct tene—
“ Wait, my son, until I have heard Miss La-
throp’s report ; then I will talk with you.”
He left his posiion by the grate, and, com-
ing round to his reother’s arm-chair, said, with
that air of urako::h o?nﬁdenthself:u'nat that al-
ways 8ate 8o gracidasly v im—
| vh::l]!} ob}‘ ‘ mother. klt’ﬂ; dﬁubtlesl t;“
correct, if Miss e%r;- ‘s wrk. 8o lay it on the
table or kick it under il;:, T beg. Thunl{ Heaven,
we have done with reports and such drudgeri
Besidee, I want M‘ss Lathrop to congratalate
me. Mother, you .nust a holyday to-mor-
row; Miss Lathré shall make the announce-
ment. I want evirybody to share my happi-
nessl! - .
“Then you wiil have to k a little more
::idonf‘ll;. You have puzzled Miss Lathrop al-
5. . '

“Well, now, fof an effort!”” He tossed backthe
waving brown ha-/, and, assuming a grave look,
said, “By the wil .of Professor Cavendich, mada
some months bef re his sudden death, Michal
and I inherit the bulk of his property, amount-
ing, as James tl inks, to about fifty thousand
dollars. Now,s! I have a kind of beretical
doubt as to “mo ley being the root of all evil,”
aud of course connot feel the weight of all the
responsibilities ‘rith which my mother hero
8ays waalth is burdened, I want you, Miss
Lina, to congratilate me fully and frankly.”

How proud, a1 d handsome, and happy, were
the dark-blue eyes bent on me! I think they
bad & mesmeric power, for 1 felt compelled to
spesk, and biind! y began to stammer something,
and broke down,
Mrs. Ellis lookgd at me with a gort of wonder,
as if one of her ruies had somewhere sudden!
discovered a flas’; but Edward sprang fcr'an{
and placed me a ¢hair, (I bad been standing,)
saying—
“ Pardon me; I ought to have remembered
that Mr. Cavendish was your friend, and you
must miss him f'adly, just a3 Michal would, if
she were here. 1 did not mean to speak lightly
of his death. God knows I honored every hair
upon his head; Hut I was thinking, just as
you came, what a hand-te-hand battle with life
mother had fought, and how fortunate it is,
that, when she needs rest most, I have such
ample means to give it!”
“ Yeg, sir.” 1 spoke the words as mechani-
cally as [ had speken them to Polly Maria, years
ago.
“Stay! T wish to speak of a pet project of mine,
which I (hink will meet even James’s approval—
mother’s, I feel quite sure of. It relates to
Oaklawn and you. We owe you much for your
unwearied care during her iliness—James him-
gelf spoke of it. But, how pale you are! How
thin and care-worn you have grown! You are
ill! Mother, James has been putting too much
upon Miss Lathrop. It’s just his way, He is
iron himself, and he uses every one else—every
one that will let him—just s if that person
were a tool or & machine, made to further his
special ends!” *
* Edward, we will, if you please, leave your
brother until her® to answer for himself, Miss
Lathrop, if suffering has made me bear too
heavily upon you of late—and it may well be—
forgive me, It i§ human to bear heavily where
one trusts. wou really ill 27

By this time I"ad called up my will to school
my faltering tonRue, and I answered, clearly—

“ No, ma’am.’
She put on Mor glasses and scanned me
closely. “Yet zon are anxious—ill at ease—
thet i3 not your isual look.”
*Poasibly; bt be assured the cause is not
over-work. A i‘ependent woman has causes
enough for anxiily always,”
“ Not unless i'te is weak ar ambitious above
her station. Bflides, no woman can be real ly

termed ‘siinend‘mt. who ecan command the
wealus o ONOMADIT Bbu. -2 AT—UG Aaviuee

pus
conscientionsly Aerformed should be, to a well-
governed mind, \ sulficent reward!”

There spoke iur Principal as in her days of
health ; there w s didactic tone—the Oaklawn
measure of wor an's needs ; but, dear Heaven,
how * weak and ill governed” must huve been
my mind, for b¢* words touched no more than
if eha had sasid “the whole is greater than a
part,” or any of 1er axiom,

I could not r :ply, and Edward relioved me
from the necessiiy. * Mother, he said, in view of
all theze chang i, it is quite natural that Miss
Lina should feel a little unsettled ; but my plan
will just lay al* these anxieties, like a charm.
Just listen ; I wish her to succeed you as Prin-
cipal df the Sefainary. The echool you say is
profitable—your connection with it of course
ceases at the close of this term, or before, if
she consents. 1% will be a vice situation for her,
and she can Fave the house and furnitare at
the same nominl rent va have heen nccustomed
to pay Mr. Cavendish. Mchal I know will be
pleased—and iVs juct the thing for us all
What do you eay, mother?”

**It has my approval,” she replied, thought-
fully. 1 shonld be sorry to see the school go
down. Miss Lathrop,” she went on, turning to
me, ‘“‘since you have been with me, you have
been honest, efficient, and faithfal ; you are also
fully competent to this position, and I willingly
give place to you, as my son suggests. As yon
bave been faithfal to me, so may your as-
sistants be faithful to you, and God prosper
you in all! ”

I was surprifed, touched by her solemn man-
ner, and, taking the hand she extended toward
me, I bowed jay face upon it a moment—a
liberty I should hardly have taken under other
circumstances ; then, moving baek to my former
position, I said—

“I thank you both from my heart—more
for the kindness that prompted this p:?'ect, and
the trust it implies, than any worldly advantage
it might bring t6 me ; but I cannot accept it. I
shall leave Oaklawn ot the end of this term.”
“ Leave Oaklawn | when I have set my heart
on keeping you here for a neighbor! You are
not serious, Misy Lathrop. You have not had
time to apply for a situation elsewhere!”

“ Edward, son, you are speaking_hasn]y,
if not officicutly. If Misa Lathrop declines our
offer, she ha¢ doubtless something more ad-
vantageous it view. Do our past relations
justify me i inquiring what your plans
are?”

The tone w & measured and constrained. I
had wounded her, refused to adopt a plan
which she ha | sanctioned, even when feeling
most grateful | and, troubled at the .thought, I
said, hastily— !

“I have no: ettled plan—no situation in view.
The idean is so recent—indeed, I have only
thought of change !

“Then thir & of it no more, Miss Lathrop. It
will be so plessant to Michal, with whom you
were always o favorite, to find you here when
we return nett epring. I say we, for I am de-
termiped toletive these business affairsto James,
and take mar\a to Lurope. You needn’t com-
press your I'ps, and put on that independent
air; there is :lo favor in the case—we owe you
thig, and mosy! "

I shook ray head. “It cannot be, Mr.
Edward. I oluld not live here ; life must have
& new settin{; beeides, I must have leisure—

“ And is there anything in the air of Oaklawn
to prevent tfat?” ‘exclaimed Edward, laugh-
ing. “I1 wiba there was, and then we should
be gayer. To see you, one would think this
fortune, and all its responsibilities and temru-
tions, had {8 len on your shouiders, i of
mine. Pray be less enigmatical, and stay at
Osklawn, I ' ieg.”

Before 1 ¢)uld reply, Mrs. Ellis said, with a
slight look o impatience in her tones, evidence
of human wiakness seldom betrayed until since
her illness—

“Edward: there is nothing very remarkable
or mysteriots in the mere love of change—de-
sire of nove'ty and such is, if I understand

her aright, Miss Lathrop's only reason for re-
fusing what, in cur humble ju t, seems a
permanent food—a position of use, and honor,
and profit, in which I have passed the best

years of my lifel”
“ You mistake!” I broke i ﬁnnkdu:gﬁvm
with dilficulty

very ¥
rnré gxp:mhndm H: f's:: m“m with some

must go—I eannot remain. My whole nature
cries out against it!”

* Miss Lathrop, asimple ‘ yes’ or * no ' wonld
be much more intelligible, especially as I do not
claim the right to inquire into your reasoms.
Melodramatics are nnnecesssry.”

Her cool disdain nerved me at once, and I
said, calmly—

“ Then, with all due gratitude, I say, no!”

Her thin lips muttered the word “ weak,” as
I turned away, while Edward opened the door
for me, saying—

“ Well, here is disappointment the first ; but
remember, Migs Lina, there will ever be a cosy
corner for you at the ‘Pines,” or elsewhere,
wherever Edward Ellis is master{ ”

For the National Fra.
A PRAVYER,

BY E. M. 8,

If T have arred in groping for the light

That streameth from the far-off golden poriais,
Chasing the shadows from the guilty night

That broodeth o'er the tribe of erring mortals—
If1 have grasped at shadowy forms, and fair,

That flit in "wildering grace above, around me,
Thinking the wrue, the r ght, the good, were there,

Nor sought 1o break the spell in which they bound me—

Father! forgive me!

If 1 have ever found a bitter tear
Coursing down chieeks with #in and sorrow paling,
And left no ray of joy 1o picture there
Prismatic glory through the grief:drops falling—
If I have heard, amid life’s human choir,
Omne tone with sorrow’s unmistaken quiver,
And touched all carelessly the answering lyre,
Causing sweet strings at the rude touch to shiver—
Father! forgive me!

If I have ever tarned, with withering scorn,

To censure ill, mistaken or designing,
And drank not patientdy the bitter cup

Which thou in lore hast proffered, unrepining—
If 1 have learned not, from earth’s Holiest One,

To bear its thouzand ills, its wrongs, its sorrows,
As but the darkness llecing from the day,

The dusky herald of a glorious morning—

Father! forgive me!
TR

LIFE IN PARIS.

Paris, April 9, 1857.

“ La Daniella,” George Sand’s Last Novel and
its Effects—Trading and Tricking in High
Life—The Imperial Court in Mourning—
The Expected Visit of the Grand Duke Con-
stantine—The Ballet Marco Spada— Mad-
ame Ristori.

To the Editor of the National Era:

The last chapter of the new novel, “La Dan-

iella,” by George Sand, appeared, a few days
past, in the Feuilleton of La Presse, and I must
candidly acknowledge that I am glad it has
come to an end. It was, as the Germans forci-
bly express it, langweilig, (tiresome. )
The heroine is an Italian griseile, who served
as a chambermaid to the niece of a wealthy
Lord. A French artist falls in with the Eng-
lih family on his way to Rome, and near the
gates of the immortal city, Monsieur Valreg,
the artist, saves his English companions from
certain death by robbers. Medora’s (the niece
of Lord B.) admiration for Valreg's dexterity
in knocking down genuine brigands is so great,
that she falls desperately in love with our hero,
and would have married him on the spot, bad
he consented.

Valreg, however, found the chambermaid, the

child of & warm clime, much more attractive,

and rejects the hand of the rich and fair heir-

wem fanma sha fal i
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her maid, dismissss Daniella, who returns to
her romantic village, near Rome, Valreg, true-
lover-like, follows her; in the house of Daniel-
la's aunt they become better acquainted, and,
in spite of Medora's intrigues, are engaged to
be married. Medora, driven to desperation at
seeing the failure of all her schemes, determines
to marry some one else, throws herself into the
arms of en old admirer, an Italian Prince; bot,
before taking that step, she chances to meet
Valreg, and the yet flickering flame revives.
She discards the Prince sans cérémonie, once
more offering her hand and fortune to the young
artist ; honest Valreg loves Daniella, and again
expreeses his determination to marry her. Me-
dors, enraged, engages herself forthwith to an-
other French artist, who is greatly taken with
her fortune, and the marriage is determined

have been tied, the Italian Prince reappeare,
and Medora's democratic notions vanish hefore
the sight of the princely coat of arms. Withont
much urging, she goes to the altar with her
prineely lover, and, to the great mortification
of the French fortune-hunter, returns as the
Princess Macaroni,

This is the essence of Madame George Sand's
last novel. The scene is laid near Rome, the
lower clagses of Italians are well depicted, and,
as & matter of course, brigands, priests, subter-
ranean vanlts, and antiquities, fill up the remain-
der of the canvass.

The plot is tame; but Madame George Sand
is too well known and writes too well to publish
anything devoid of interest. There may not
be anything objectionable in her language toa
Frenchman; but to the American reader it
would be strongly so, for it has too much of the
laisser aller so common to the French writers
of the present time.

The most remarkable chapter is the last, of
which the following is a translation :

“ After bauving spoken of the illustrions dead,
of which the artistic world is here composed, I
would also like to speak to you of the living.
Bat the living ones, alas! the living ones, I
uoraqht everywhere without finding them. I was
told that here there once existed a great peo-
ple. It must assuredly still exist, and it is not
so very long since it grave proofs of its valor,
patriotism, and enthusiasm. But where does
that heroic people of the last revolution hide
itself? It is concealed, silent, and waiting. It
is not possible that within a few years it shonld
kave become demoralized to such a degree as
to be the same people now seen in the streets,
with outstretched hands, begging for alms.

“A peopleof beggars! * * * Ttiatrue
that these beggars have hatred in
their eyes and a curse on their tongue’s end !
Oh! if there are some of those thntao]au!gre-
conquered their liberty, have Pitz on
heroes of yesterday, have pity on the conquer-
ors of a day, who, by their rapid degradation,

im that painfal truth of the ancients,
When the gods reduced man to slavery, they

deprived him of half of his soul.’ If a large
majority of that people, as it appears at nt,
is wedded to indolence, cowardice, and all the

other vices engendered by them, if Rome is the
sink of villains and spies, whose fault is it ? If
a free people would rather live on the alms of
their oppressors than work, it wounld deserve
the contempt of the universe. But when the
serf of an absolute power, theocratical and in-
fallible, falls to the lowest of abjection, to
whom must we ascribe it? Upon.what ground
can we expect that such a people should be pos-
sessed of virtues, when it is not allowed to think
h“i‘?l";f ;aople of R

ome is not a population, in
fact, but a mob ; it is not a ﬁoekP:iP' uuous
and superstitious believers, consoled of mise
by ceremonies and images, bat a flock of infi-
dels, litenl‘l{.lrliwing in nothing, not even in
the priest, Bpectre, 80 lon next to
God, and much above God, in their mode of
worshippiog. The mob hates and threatens
the priest in look and thought, but bends its
knee before him, and blesses him with words.
Money is its onjyll:um. The lottery shops,
vulgar caricatures of our exchanges, are the

the cool irol:y of her tones, a
restraining tears. “It is not from mere
lqveofndﬂ':y—ﬁcﬂm It is because I

There, influenced by a remainder of super-
stitions, he spends his last piece of money, after

upon; but & few hours before the knot was to |

having made vows to the Virgin Mary, or some
ather patron saint. But whenever deceived by
fortune, the haly Virgin and the sain‘s are in-
sulted and damned in a loud voice, and in terms
that would not be addressed with us to the
most abject of buman beinge, or to the most
infamous of his associates.

** When the Pope shows himself in public,
threre atill gathers about him & crowd he so far
mistrasts ne to keep far distant by a number of
ill-natured and rude Swiss soldiers, in opera cos-
tume, well armed with halberds. »

‘It must be acknowledged that that crowd is
lhg most hideous to be conceived. Itisa gath-
efing of infected beggars, of disgusting nudi-
ty, lacerated with all sorts of sores and woundas,
covered with vermin, and all the monstrosities
only to be produced by nightmare. The Po
and Cardinals drag ‘iqold and purple in the mid‘;:

of these rags an . How humiliating!
What adeplorable specimen of Christian equal-
ity ! is a terrible sight. The immorality of

these creatures is as repugnant as their sores.
Man is not to be seen so depraved anywhera
else; the gtrocities of which the pagan world
was the theatre, the beasts of the circus de-
vouring men in the presence of a public thirst-
ing for bleod, slaves whip; and tortured, all
that <ontenipt for humanity which fills up the
annals of Rome, seem to be perpetuated and
incarnated in the besoms and habits of the Ro-
Mans,

. “To be sure, the scene has changed the per-
sonnges. The terrible Cesars are mild and
high holy priests, aud the enthusiastic victims

degrured beggars. Bat in fact there are

the same coutrasts and the same horrors. The

lious and tigers of the Coliseum sappear in the

form of depeavity, corruption, and misery. All

ome is au arena where the eye of the curious

spectator can behold the most hideous forms of
physieal and moral destruction.

“But let us look at Rome in its brilliant mo-
ments, when the cardinals, bishops, and the
young Monsignori, pass, with a firm step, a high
head, ardent eyes, and a triumphant mien,
through ths streets. To them belong good for-
tune and joy, liberty and impunity—to them be-
long the fine horses and carriages, the search.
ing looks of the belles, the exquisite toilets, and
taste for ‘he fine arts.

“Must we look in the vices of man for the
¢ause of this degradation or agony of society ?
It woull be very easy to recommend the ha-
rangues of the reformers of past times. Thero
the cawes are manifold ; but the principal one
at present is the very form of tha Pontifical
Goverrment, which has 1o equal in the world,
and wkich has the faults of all known coneti.
tutions, without having any of their good quali-
ties. Is it & monarchy? No; because it is
wot hereditary. Is it a democratic republic?
No; because the election is only carried on by
a select body of men, excluded from general so-
ciety by celibacy. Is it an cligarchy? More
than anything else ; that absence of heredita
rights bere forms an element of frightful dis-
order, because the ambition of families, dan-
gerous in itself, becomes an ambition entirely
individual and sterile,

I can, to & certain degree, understand the
Cznr to be both Cmsar and Pope; but I do not
understand how a celibale can be cither one
or the other.

“ A celibate has no idea of the duties of a
family; instead, he constitutes the society which
he forms according to the model of the convent,
where every individual liberty must be renoun.
ced, to the injury of all, and to the prefit of no
cne.

The suit. brought against Mr. Parotin, ed.
itor_of the Memoirs du Maréchal Marmont,
by the heirs of Eugane Beauharnais, has been
Koatponed for a fortnight, in consequence of

ar death.

The Grand Duke Constantine is expected st
London the 22d of April, and will reach Paria
towards the last of this month, Many fétes
will be given in honor of his visit to the Empe-
ror. The Prefet is already making prepara-
tions for a ball at the Hotel de Ville, which will
eclipae all others yet given there in grandeur
and elegance.

There will also be balls and parties at the
Tuilleries, and a banquet and ball at the Raus.
sian Embassy.

During the past year, the ballet Le Corsaire
was the wonder and admiration of all strangers.
The brilliant scenery, the queenly beauty of
Madame Rosati and her msjsstic movements,
had not yei been equalled, in public estimation.
But Mazillier has proved to the Parisian world
that “wonders will never cease” The new
pantomime ballet, Marco Spada, recently pro-
duced st the French Opera, promises greater
success than the Corsaire. It is taken from &
comic opera by Scribe, and the music is by
Auber. Tt is wanting, however, in novelty,
and its groutest attraction may, without doubt,
be aaid to be the strife betwaen two celebrated
rivals (Madame Roseti and Madame Ferraris)
to win the laurels: and Madame Ferraris has
certainly gained the viclory, Madame Nosati
will ever be picturesque and beautiful in the
Corsaire or Jovita, where she figures alone,
But Madame Ferraris is too light and airy to
be brought in contact with her more plastic
though splendid rival; indeed, one could im-
-agine her to be a feather floating in the air, at
the mercy of every capricious breeze,

The music of the ballet Marco Spada is not
new, though very beautiful. Anber has brought
together in the best taste the finest melodies of
his favorite operas, the Diamans de la Cou-
ronne, the Domino Neir, the Siréne, the Concert
a la Cour, and others, all thrown together in
rapid succession, to delight the hearer, who rec-
ognises and salutes them as the revivers of
past reminisences.

Madame Ristori has returned, and resumed
ber performances at the Italian O pera, in the
character of Mary Stuart, and was hailed with
the usual enthusiasm ; neither flowers nos ap-
plause were wanting to assure her continued
succesd. Those of Myrrha and Ottavia will fol-
low in puccession. Dut the greatest attraction
of the geason will be the new tragedy written
for her by M. Montenelli, Cumma, a Gallic I
roine, taken from Platarque, and well suited
to the character of her extraordinary talent.

M.

MISCELLANEOUS ITEMS,

Tue Provessioy oF Literarvre.—To those

TY | who toil ceaselessly with the brain, and devote

long hours to drinkingz at the well-springa and
fountain heads of literature, that they may be
able to impart their refreshing influences to
wide circles of readers who look to them for
daily intellecteal bread, it is sometimes gratify-
ing to read the teachinzs of philosophy, as
regards the little value of riches. Bacon says
he “cannot call riches better than the baggage
of virtue; the Roman word impedimenta is bet-
ter; for as the baggage isto an army, so is
riches to virtue; it cannot be spared nor left
behind, bat it hindereth the march; yea, and
the care of it sometimes loseth or disturbeth

~ “The priest is not intended to worlk, because
he iz not intended to produce, His mission is |
to contemplate and to pray. All are [
there; no cne works. The sterile wealth
convent funds nourishes a race of poor equally |
sterile, who only know how to pray, or appear

to doso. The soil dries up, the air is infacted,

the haman race degenerates, body and soul

gensl, in the _immubiﬂtyl of nonentity, the

wmelancholy city, wherein distorted beinga uib#

about like extinct shadows, resound with the

eternal dirge of death.”

. Your renders will be surprised,
that this innocent novel caused a third warn.
ing to La Presse. Madame George Sand
touched a wrong string when she spoke of dole-
ful Rome, of the degraded population, and of
its miserable Government, in the most energetic
language, full of truth, to which every one who
has visited Italy and its ancient capital must
acquiesce. But truth is not tc be spoken at all
times and in all places, when it reflects on the
Sovereigns of Enrope.

If Madame George Sand had attacked the
Republics of the New World, nothing would
have been said ; but the Pope of the most holy
charch is too important a personage to be il
spoken of on the eve of a corenation, and La
Presse may forever be suppressed by the will
of the inflexible police in this country,

A Belgian paper, which is, by the way, al-
ways well informed on Parisian matters, speak-
ing of things as they are, recently took the lib-
erty to publish a piquant story on the illustri-
ous Count de Morney.

Not long since, I stated in one of my letters
that the Count in his days of obscurity was

r; and had it not been for a tender-hearted

y, who kept him in pocket-money, he would
have become a constant inmate of Clichy. But
Dame Fortune has at length smiled upon him,
and he is now rolling in wealth and splendor.

When the Count was chosen 1o represent his
Imperial brather at the coronation of the Czar,
the good-natured protectress of our Count,
knowing his practieal qualifications, proposed
that he should take her diamonds to the Mus-
covite court, in the hope that he might sell
them to advantage to a Rassian Cresus, The
Count accordingly put them into his trunk,
promising his good friend to prove to her his
extraordinary talent for trade.

Judging from the accounts given of him just
after the coronation, the Count must have been
ve? bugy selling horses, LEii:tm-ma, plate, shawls,
and other wares, but nothing was said of the
sale of jewels.

The papers assign the following causes :

The inﬁmmshle Morney, as we know full
well, fell in love prima vista with an ermine
princess. Liberal to excess, the charmed
Count was 8t a loss for a betrothal present,
when he fortunately recollected that he had the
diamonds of his protectresa in his possession ;
he laid them at the little feet of his lady-love,
and they have since been the admiration of the
whole Russian Court. Strange as it may seem,
he omitted to request the former owner not to
make mention of them; she began, however,
to feel uneasy, and wrote to remind him of
them ; his reply runs thus: “ Ma chere amie :
I have given those trinkets to my bride, as a
sowpenir of my devoted and sincere affection ;
and I now give to you the assurance that | shall
not forget to acknowledge your continued
friendship,” &e,

The Countess Leon considered herself rather
¢ovatierly treated. The loss of both heart and
diamonds was too much to be borne atiently ;
the former could be recovered ; but the latter,
worth two millions and a half of {rances, were
more diffrenlt to be replaced. In a moment of
excitement, she went to his Majesty Napoleon
11, to lay the matter before him, accompany-
ing her ufoab with the following energetic re-
marks : “If Count de Morney does not pay me
the amount above stated, moreover, snother
small sum of ope million 8ud a half of francs,
making in all four millions, I will bring suit
sgainst him, and the world at large shall be
made acquainted with the singular business
qualifications with which the illustrious Count
is endowed.”

The Emperor hastened to promise relief.

a short note from the Tuilleries, the
Count nﬂdm submit the affair to arbitration,
stating his willingness to pay any reasonable

amount claimed.
_ The Emperor then assured the Countess that
the worth of the articles would be paid, and
the matier was hushed up; but all the world
knows it now, and feels grieved st Miss Hat-
i et

i is pow in m: ing for
ten days for a cousin of his .I{:{_ou& Louis Na-
poleon, Countesse William urtemburg,

when I say

monks | losopher-st
of the | pat

one of Eugéne Beauharnais's daughters,

the victory ; of great riches there is no real use,
except it bo in the distribution; the rest is but
coneeit.,” The valusble aphorisms of the phi.
atesman—the Franklin of the Fiiza.
han sge—are paraphrased to suit wore

€ i 0] 0 ) ien | ¢ pagen :
modern times, and o imoart some consolation | favorable one, and the high prics of sugnr hav- |

to those who labor intellectually instead of in
the fields, work-shop, or countinz-house, by the
editor of the Keokuk (Towa) Evening Times :

* Though the profession of literature, by far
FawARIY! (RBIRY he shive, iada. by fesidom
find the mazy pathe leading to the goal strewn
with flowers; though they encounter the rndest
storms of adversity, and stroggle unnoticed
with poverty and misfortune, during which
contest aome sink beneath the pressure of un-
toward circumstances, while others shrink with
the peculiar sensibility of their temperaments
from the rude and riotous discord of the world,
into the peaceful slumbers of death—get, in
spite of all this, there is atill gomething to rec-
ompense them for their Iabors. There can be
no greater happiness than that which enablea
them to he above dependence on others for
pleasnres—to have sources of enjoyment within
themselves—and to feel that their own thonghts
and reflections are their best wealth. Nor is
there any egotism in this feeling. Far from
it. The stores thus laid up make them general-
ly better members of society, more ready to
asgist and more able to advise their fellow-men,
Standing aloof from the busy game of life, they
can better estimate the motives and ekill of the
players, and their chances for success. Having
nuo stake at issue, their opinion is more correct
and their judgment less biased. Thus their
position in the community is usefal to others,
while many esjoyments which to tha glitter of
wealth, high position, aud the busy actor upon
the stage of lifs, seem insignificant and value-
less, become to them the sources of hourly
delights. Who better than these unpractical
dreamers are capable of rising to a contempla-
tion of the Creator’s works, and know the tre-
mendeus Past, with ita millennial records in-
acribed upon the tablets of successive strata ?
Whose eyes are open to the glories and wonders
that surround them in the illimitable heavens
above and this small globe, at once man's
palace and his prison ? Infinite forms of heau-
ty, unseen forces which operate in apparent
complication but real simplicity, bonds of union
connecting powers the most incongruous, mys-
terious agents whose effects are only traced
through the still more mysterious primeval
cause, and many other wonders which the prae-
tical men, the men of sugar, tallow, hides,
coffee, and train-oil, cannot see, and, if seeing,
cannot appreciate! The external ills of life—
poverty, sickness, and neglect—will not induce
them to change places with the men of mere
decimal fractions and compound intersst. Neg-
lect and misery may embitter their brief exist-
ence; but even this is preferable to half a centu-
ry of legers, day-books, and balance sheets,
though attended at the close with plethoric
bank-books and overflowing sales., Love of
gain will absorb all that is noble in humanity,
The more men shut out the true enjoyment of
life from their hearts, the stronger are the
chains of Mammon riveted. If immeraed in
worldly cares, iuterested soul and heart in the
pursuit of _uid, the sun shines and the flowers
bloom for them in vain. Who would thus pre-
pare his immortal spirit for the Hereafter which
i8 to follow this brief dream ? "

Extraonpivary Case.— For the last few
days, the public of Glasgow have been deeply
moved by the report that a gentleman had been

isoned by his sweetheart, the daughter of a

ighly-respectable family which moves in the
better classes of society. These rumors obtained
embodiment and confirmation when it became
known that the yonng lady had actually been
prehended at the instance of the Public
;proucnt.or, and that she is st this moment in
the prison of Gllagow,u:m the c:l:m.rghel of sus-
pected poisoning. As there is no public coro-
ner'’s inquest in Scotland, the rupl facts conm-
nected with & case of this kind are difficult to
be had; but it is believed that the following re-
cital is authentic, so far as it goes:

It appears that on Monday, the 23d of March
last, a young French Protestant gentleman,
named li?Piem Emile L’ Angelier, who is con-
nected with the‘!lom of Mesars. W, &GB. Hug-
gins, extensive foreign merchants in Glasgow,
died suddenly in his lodgings in the city. From
circumstances which came ¥o their knowledge,
the firm we have named, on their own respon-
gibility, requested Dr. Steven, who had been in
8 ce upon the decensed before his death,
and Dr. Thomson, to make a post-mortem ex
amioation. This was done, but nothing palpa-
bly extraordinary wasg discovered. The stomach
and ita contents, however, were secured and
retained by the medical gentlemen,

The case having been reported to the sherifi’s
fiseals, after inquiring into the circumstances
of the case, they transmitted the gtomach and
its contenta to one of our most eminent loca!
chemists for chemical analysis. The result of
the analysis was the dizcovery in the stomach
and viscera of a considerable quantity of irri
tant poison. As there was nothing to lead t
the inference that M. L'Angelier had himsel!
thus violently terminated his exiztence, an in.
quiry of & searching character was instituted.

It appears that the deceased had been on s
short visit to the Bridge of Allan, (a fashiona-
ble watering-place, about 35 miles from Glas.
gow,) from which he returnad rather unaxpect
edly on the nicht of Sanday, the 224 ult. ; and
leaving his lodgzings about 8 o’clock, he took
the key with him, stating he would be some.
what later than usual. Ha did return about 2
o'clock on Monday morning, and was then suf:
fering great pain, in consequence of which a
medical gentleman (Dr. Steven) was ealled in,
who grescribed for him without having the
most distant notion that he was suffering from
the effects of acrid poison. During the night, we
learn that the young man was from time to
time attended by his lardlady, and was often
convulsed with agony. He became more quiet
toward the morning, nnd was left undistursed ;
but when the Doctor again called, on the fore

was no more. That he was proved to have
died from the effects of poison, has been al-
ready stated. In the course of the investiga-
tion which followed, it came out, from oral tes-
timony as well as from the presence of a vast
number of letters, that 1.’ Angelier was on terms
of close intimacy with Miss Madeleine Smith,
the daughter of ‘a highly-respectable architect
residing in Blythwood “square, and there is
reason to believe that he left the Bridge of Al-
lan in consequence of a letter addressed to him
by the lady, expressing a very strong desire to
meet him.

meet on that Sunday night, is not yet publicly
known; but in resorting to the extrems step
of apprehending Miss Smith, the authorities no
doubt acted on the fact, which is not disputed,
that, on mcre than one occasion, the lady, who
is only 21 years of age, procured nrsenic during
the month of March at the shopa of more than
one of the Glasrow West End chemists. The
possession of this poison, however, is compaii-
ble with entire innocence, for it is known that
arsenic is occasionally used by young ladies as
a cosmetic,

The thought that a highly and virtuously
bred young lady could destroy her lover, is too
appalling for belief; but the public voice sup-
plies a reason, in the circumstance that a gen-
tleman in a much more promising and promi-
nent position in life than that occupied by
L’Angelier bad become a suitor for the young
lady’s hand, and that he had been accepied by
her and her parents. This we set down as a
rumor of the day, Mesnwhile, thecugh the
young lady is in the hands of justice, there ia
nothing in her preceedings, so far as known,
incompatible with innocence. She was judicial-
ly examined at great length on Tueséuy last,
before committal to prison, and comported her-
self throughout with perfect calmness. The

gow Exchange and Hamilton Palace,.— London
Times, April 4.

| Census statistics.

F The same proportion ia said

{ ducting districts, the season having been a

ing stimulated production.

The total amount produced in 1850 was
34,253,436 pounds, oz"wﬁich New York produced
10,327,484, Obio 4,588,209, Iudiasa 2,921,192,
Penueylvania 2,:1?6‘813"."“.%%}’#3;337- and
duct to have doabled, the total this yed®worsu

hogsheads of New Orleans sugar,

may be et down at 34.000 hogsheads, which is
at least eqnal to half the estimated product of
Louisiana sugar for the past year,

Of the counties in Pennaylvania producing
maple sugar, Erie produced, in 1850, 333,748
pounds; Somerset, 373,708; Tioga, 202851;
Crawford, 219,992 ; Bradford, 143,391 ; Potter,
134,887 ; Susquehannab, 157,181; Warren,
83,7055 Fayette, 86,630; Greene, 67.431;
Washington, 25,963 ; Westmoreland, 31,212 ;

1,687 pounds—a sum fur below the actuul pro-
duction.

But little of this sugar finds its way into the
channels of commerce. It is mainly reserved
for home consumption.

How to Ma1. A Lerrer.—There would be
less dead letters than there now are in the post
office, if the operation of mailing came directly
under the eye of a clerk. The stamp is pur-
chased at a window, while the letters are de-
posited in & loop-hole on the left. For a stran-
ger to find the latter, requires more acuteness
than some ‘People possess. A day or two ago,
an exotic from the vicinity of Leipsic handed
the clerk a letter, to go to Bangor. The clerk
said, “You will bave to purchase a stamp.”
Exotic said “ yaw,” and handed out three cents,
receiving in return a likeness of Washington,
done in vermilion paper. He then sonzht ont
the loop-hole, and slid in the letter. IHe then
hunted up ihe stamp, and sent it in also. As
the operations were about two minutes apart,
in all probability the German's letter went to
Bangor by the way of the dead letter office at
Washington, Of course, such occurrences
must be rare; but the incident goes to show

ignorance.

poet cifice have, at all times, a good deal to |
contend with. Imputations are frequently cast |
upon their integrity or carefulness, when the |
noun-arrival of letters was owing solely to the |
illegibility of their direction. It is not unfre- |
quently the case, that letters are dropped into
the office without any directicn at all ; whiha!
ten per cent. of the entire number deposited |
are so carelessly or ignorantly auperscribed, :
that not one person in & hundred, except the

writer, could by auy possibility decipher them. |
80 much is this the case, that in the London

post office, a clerk, called the “ blind man,” |
tfrom the facility with which he translates blind- |
lydirected epistles, has for many years been |
employed, at a high salary, to attend solely to

this business. There is scarcely a post office |
in the country where the same difficulty does |
not exist, and where the postmasters and clerks
do not receive censure for matters utterly be-
yond their ken.

Tre VaLve or Irox.—The Aritish Quarter-
ly Review gives the following curious and in-
instructive calealation :

A bar of iron, worth one
worth, when worked into—

pound sterling, is:

Horse shoes - - - £2 10s.
Table kuives - . . 36 00
Needles . . 7100
Penknife blades - . 657 00
Buttons and buclkles 897 00

Bpring_a of watches - 60,000 00
A piece of cast iron, worth one pound ster-

ng, 18 worth, when converted into—
achinery -

o L x L4
Ornamental works - 45
Buttons and Berlin works - 600 |
Neck chains . - 1,386
Shirt buttons ol -« =589
Thirty one pounds of iron have been made

into wire upwards of 111 miles in length,

The story that Rev. Mr. Kalloch is about to
forsake the clerical profession for that of the
law is contradicted, and as a member of the bar
we are glad to hear it. We hope he will re-
main where he is until he is improved a little,
Near our former home in New York, a church

noon of Monday, it was found that his patient |

Whether or not the partiez really did or did not |

prisoner is grand-daughter of the late Mr. I}a. |
vid Hamilton, the celebrated architect of Glas- |

Marre Svcar.—The Tioga Agitaior sase |
that county has produced 400,000 pounds, of |
maple sugar this season, which is just double
the amount produced in 1850, according to the

| to hold good in nearly all the larse sugar pro- |

be 63,506,872, which would be equal to 62,506 ;
The in-
creased production alone, caused by bigh prices, |

&c. Allegheny is set down as yielding cnly |

that, at a general post office, n large margin of |
charity must be left for uneophistication and |

The officials connectad with a mstropolitan |

him, a document wae got up, s'gned by a larze
numher of sinners, “remonsirating aqainst
furning that man back into the wortd again.”
We sugzest similar action to the bar of Boston
Horifird (Conn,) Press.

Rarrrixe vor A Jesvit.— A Paris corres
pondent of a Belgian paper says

“Permit me to pive you one of the most
singular and ircredible of items. = * =
The Jesuits are building a church in the rue de
Sevres, and lack funds to complete it. The
reverend fathers are poor, bal they are rich in
spirit ; and this is what their istie i
veplive rening has devised ; °
a lottery ; net a noiey lottery, to st
tract the vulgar; it is not indeed s silver vasa,
ot an ingot of gold, not even & good and holy
relic brought over the ses, which the

nesiToed

nnpany

offire as a prize. 1t is mare than Vhat
then? | iy a Jeenit! T donot trifle; n right
reverend Jesuit () 15 hizugelf, in verity, in
body and sou!, the prize attached to the winning

rumber,

“You are astonished! Listen
are the details, exac
can confirm at the fa
where the tickets are :

y ”1-‘1"-. !{!_’T‘.‘
se, which vou

r Saint (fermain,

“1st. None but married women can hold the
H li[‘.‘l\'l‘hi.'
“2d] Each ticket is & hundred francs.

“3d. The prize in the Reverend Fether 1L ofe
bore, who now preaches daring Lent in the
parish of Foreign Missions, It is he who, con

trary 10 the law by whish every lottery should
be approved by the prefects, haa written as
many sutograph letters as he has sent tickets,
and with a charming simplicity has said to
every dame, that, finding the awpany unabla
te forpish a prize of any vslue, he had oon
ceived the idea of cfering himself.”

Wari-Paver Powosing, — De. Hinds, o
Birmingham, has lately called
method of accidental arsenica
should be generally known, and
| was himself the sufferer. He chanced t
| for the sdornment of his stud:

AT cu
| bright-inted wall-paper, a paitern of which was
conlined to two shndes of green. About two
duys after it bad bezn applied, he first used the
room 1 the evening, sitting there and ree ling
by & gaa-light. Whil e e ed he was
geized with severe ds J [ e, ubdominal
Th

pain, and prosirat
symptoms cusned on eversy a
ing when he occupied the room. This led to
an inguiry into the cavse, He scraped off g
little of the bright coloring mattering from his
pretty green paper, and, by sublimation, pro
coced abundant crystals of arsenious acid, The

same chain of

>'|1 irnt evan

paper was colored with arsenite of copper,

(Scheele's green.) The use of this picment to

color wall papers has already proved injarions
oo

in previons cuses. In one, a child ay
strips of paper thus thus colored, and n arrowly
escaped with life, ( Jd. Monthly Jorrral, 1851
| Dr. Hinds remarke, that the presence of che
| arsenical pigment may be recognised by
brilliant hue, and by a littie runnise of the
colur at the edpes of the pattern, as though it
did not take freely on the paper.— London
Lancet.

ked some

ita

Our readers have probubly heard of the “lick

which Queen Victoria's ot

| from the poor fisherman's boy. somehody

| eang of it as follows :

¥ The Prince of Wale
Uipset the mgeed ur

ing " RO

And

oL

THE INDIANA DEFEAT

[An inteliirent corre spendent

16 I

Indian
| gives us, in the following letter, what. in his
1 - 1 % . x
| opinion, were the causes which led

|

to the tri.

umph of the Democracy in tha! State in the

| The defeat of the Repubiican party in Todi
sna was nolanticipated by mauy of our shrewd-
eat politiciana, and various reasons have since
been assigned for it. By some it is attributed
to the Know Nothing party: and, doobtless,
| that bitter root of old defunct W1 WrEery, Bpring
ing up, troubled vs. But tco much importance
haa been attached to it ; for thongh it operated
genernlly in fuvor of Old Liceism, it alse bore
| some Republican fruit; and we would bave lest
the State, bad there been no such pariy, Others
| assign our defeat to the reaction which bas
taken place on the Temperance question, and
no doubt it had considerable influence in
| changing the vote of 1554. But there was &
third cause of defest, which has not receivad

the notice it deserved, viv: the hnliway cround
taken by many of our prowivent leaderes,
| Contrury to my former practice, I sttended
sévertl political meetings, and heard o number
cf Repubiican speakers present their cause be
| fore 10 public: and the impression made upor
| my mind was, that our party was like the fest
| anud lazs of the ot imagain wachudnezaar'sa
drean, parily strong » much

| men as Julian, Clay, lrey, exhib
lited the atrength of the Tron. 157 brought
{all their artillery to bear upon Siavery, the
| grent Sebastopol of the devil's empire in our
[land. In language at cuce just nnd forcible,
| they appealed through the understanding and
| the heart to the conscience cf the people; und
[ if the Mamelons and Malakoffs of the peculiar
| institution were not thrown down snd demol
| ished, they were at least seriously damaged —a

fact which will greatly favor a second asasull
| But when others took the stand, there was man
| Hlested the weakness of the miry clay.

They labored much to repel the charge of Ab-
olitionism made sgainst the Republican party,
They apologized for the fact that the entire old
Liberty party were co-operating with them, and
that J. R. Giddings, the prince of Abolitionists,
had & seat inthe Republiean Convention, They
were pever tired of lauding the political prinei-

| ples and achievements of Heory Clay: and in

reference to the Kausas Nebraska bill, they
condetnned it merely 88 a breach of national
faith, and were opposed to Slavery entering
Knns=as, because, when our pesterity would
seck howmes in that Western Eden, 1hey would
ba compelled to labor and competn wilh slaves.
[t is evident that such differont olaments conld
not cordially coalesce, any more thau iron
mix with miry clay.
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SOUTHERN TRIBUTE T0 MR, BANKS.

Tha editor of the Charieston (S.C.) Conrier,

in a latter from Cedar Grove ZIVES AN ACCount
of an interview with J. L. Sewsrd, one of the
Representatives cf Georgia, in the course of

which the conversation turned upon Governor
Aiken's course in moving the vote of thanks to
Mr. Banks at the close of the session. He says -

“ Mr. Seward strongly justified and vindica-
ted Gavernor Aiken's course, in his conversstion
with me, as he had previously done. in his place
in Congress. He said that the cflice, in court.
esy and in aceordance with usage, properly de
volved on Governor Aiken, as the chief com -
petitor of Mr, Bauks for the Speaker's chair.
whick Gov. A. came within one vole of reack
ing ; and that, unless there had been good or
special cause for a departure from custom, time
honored in the observance, it would have been
churlish in Governor Aiken not to have proi
fered the usual tribute. That tribute, he enid,
was not only due, in the case of Mr. Banks, as
matter of form, but rickly deserved by him, as
matter of substance. Irrespeciive of and not-
withstandiog his Black Republicanism, Mr.

| Banks, he said, had made cne of the ablest,

best, and most impartial Speskers that had
ever filled the chair. His position pave hi”
opportuniiy, and his antecedents would seem
to have predisposed him to mske a partisan
Speaker ; but, on the contrsry, in his anxie*,
to be fair, he was not only uniluraly and peint.,
edly courteous to Southern men, but went g
far, in frequently awarding them the tl.or, in
cases of doubt, a8 to incur the €enryre of his
political friends or party. Tall .nd erect in

was investigating certain charges against a
wember, and, just as they were about expelling

statore, it might be said of ' 4 45 was said of
an exjudge of our own Siate, in hie houorable




